Guest Trapped on Balcony ' 


'Tried to Make Myself Part of 


“I just laid down and tried 
to make myself a part of the 
concrete,” mu ttered Ed 
Fr a s h i e r , a hotel 
•guest trapped on his balcony 
an entire afternoon by sniper 
fire. 

Frashier, in his late 20s, de- 
scribed Monday how smoke 
from sniper-set fires inside 
the DownTown Howard John- 
son’s hotel forced him out 
onto the balcony of his room 
as gunfire rained down Sun- 
day from the roof directly 
above him, killing six persons 
and injuring 17 others. 

Frashier, assistant manager 
of a hotel in Baton Rouge, 
La., was visiting in New Or- 
leans where he once managed 
two other hotels. He said his 
ordeal began shortly before 11 
a. m. Sunday in his 18th floor 
room when lie was preparing 


to dress. 

“1 heard a woman scream- 
ing, and I went to the door 
and looked out and saw two 
men fighting in the hall and a 
woman trying to break up the 
fight,” he said. ‘‘I went back 
into my room to try to call 
the operator to tell her there 
was trouble. But there was no 
answer. 

“I heard the screaming 
again and I went back out 
and I saw the smoke and a 
man’s arm protruding from a 
door with a rifle in it. So I 
went back in my room, closed 
the door, finished getting 
dressed, and saw smoke com- 
ing through the door. I went 
out on my balcony.” 

Minutes later the sniper fire 
began. Frashier said it came 
from the room where he had 
seen the fight and was aimed 


at a fireman on a ladder 
truck. The fireman was hit in 
the arm. 

Soon the gunfire seemed to 
be coming from more than 
one place on the rooftop 
above him, he said. 

“I just feel there had to be 
more than one of them (sni- 
pers) because of the gunfire 
. . . at one point it seemed 
like; it was coming from both 
sides and down to my left and 
above me.” 

Frashier said one rifle 
sounded like a cannon. 

“I guess I jumped about a 
foot every time it went off.” 

He said he wondered if he’d 
ever get down again. “When 
the bullets were hitting all 
around I just knew one of 
them had to hit me sooner or 
later,” Frashier said. “It was 
wild.” 


Concrete' 

He said he waved several 
times from the balcony. 

“I wanted to let someone 
know that I was still there 
and that I was okay. I had a 
feeling that if I didn’t make a 
move every once in a while, 
police officers wouldn’t know 
that I was alive and perhaps 
not be so careful about their 
shooting. Plus I wanted to 
show I was a friend.” 

Shortly before 7 p. m., 
Frashier heard someone kick- 
ing in the door to his room. 
He said he thought it was one 
of the snipers. 

“I just laid down and tried 
to make myself a part of the 
concrete out there,” he said. 

He could see a figure with a 
rifle crouched in the doorway. 

“ : He shouted ‘police officer’ 
and I just collapsed. They had 
to heln me down the stairs.” 


